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flOEP 80NE5 COME,/* YOU MRE, DEAR REAPER- 
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* HORROR AT MIDNIGHT 



fly John Marti, 



||OCTOR HOMER WIGGINS leafed 
-H™ through the list' of available houses at 
Clem Farley's real estate establishment in 
Henshaw. 

Clem Farley watched him narrowly. "If it's 
price you're worried about . . ." he began. 

"I'm not interested in price." Doc Wiggins 
said. "I want isolation, Mr. Farley. That's why 
I came to Henshaw, You've got a beautiful 
village here with all the comforts a body could 
want. And yet you're twenty miles from the 
nearest big town. That's the sort of seclusion 
I want." He chuckled and threw a friendly 
glance at Farley. "You see, I've been prac- 
ticing medicine for forty years now, and I 
want a rest!" 

"Fine!" Clem Farley said. "In that case, 
you'd better live closer to the center of town 
than up Nether Mountain!" 

"Why?" the doctor asked. 

"It's quieter — much quieter," Clem Farley 
said with conviction. 

"Quieter, near the center of the village?" . 
Doc Wiggins asked in astonishment. 

"That's what I said." Farley said dryly. 
"'Mory Cadden lives near the top of Nether 
Mountain!" 

"Mory Cadden !" the doctor exclaimed. 
"Why, that's all I've heard about in Henshaw 
since I got here last week!" 

"Not surprising," Farley said. "He's been 
the talk of this village -for as long as I can 
remember." He paused and then went on, hesi- 
tatingly. "There's funny things said of Mory 
Cadden, Doc. Mighty strange things. And it 
isn't only the things said about him, either. 
It's the noises!" 

''Noises?" Doc Wiggins glanced at Farley 
quizzically. 

"Now I know you won't believ* it, Doc 

hein' a city feller— but out here in the coun- 
try folks pay lots more attention to odd things 
Mian anywhere else." 'He glanced apprehen- 
sively through the window of his store up 
toward Nether Mountain. "There's times when 
odd noises come down from Nether Mountain. 
Everyoody in town hears 'em. Noises like 
thunnei like gods grumblin' or ragin*. And 
there's lights, too, Doc. Big lights, like flashes 



of lightning! Only when they flash, there's 
usually no storm around!" 

Doc Wiggins laughed. "Why to listen to 
you, Mr. Farley, you'd, think that Mory Cad- 
den had sold his soul to the devil!" 

"There's devils and devils," Farley said. 
"And you can laugh if you want to, Doc, but 
Mory Cadden's been hated in this town for 
thirty years. There isn't a person in it who'd 
step beyond his gate," 

"He's a man, just like you or me," Doc Wig- 
gins said.."Si Rudder, the grocer, pointed Cad- 
den out to me. I've seen him. Just a man. 
Nothing more — or less." 

"Is he?" Clem Farley asked grimly. "Take 
a really good look at him some time, Doc. Look 
at his eyes, look at his face." 

"I've seen him — pretty close-up, too," Doc 
Wiggins said. "I'll admit he's odd-looking. In 
fact, the first ttme,I saw him I thought he 
looked like one of those old-fashioned movie 



"And good reason," Clem said. "If ever a 
villain lived, it's Mory Cadden. Dogs won't 
go near him. Cattle crossin' his land boundary 
lines have been found dead. He's got the evil 
eye." 

"Nonsense," Doc Wiggins said. "You can't 
hold a man's looks against him. Why the 
toughest man I ever knew looked like a 
preacher. You're talking superstition, Mr. 
Farley." 

"Mebbe so," the- real estate man said, "but 
it's deuced funny how Mory changed so much. 
I remember him thirty years ago when he 
was a young man. He had a different kind of 
face then, a better, kinder face. Then it 
changed, over the years. There ,were stories. 

"What kind of stories?" Doc Wiggins dr- 
manded. 

"Oh, they used to say that Mory was deathly 
ill and recovered. But no doctor in Henshaw 
ever treated him. Besides, where did his money 
come from?" Farley asked suddenly. "When 
he buys in town he pays in big bills. Nobody 
ever saw Mory Cadden do 'a lick of work!" 

"Well, whatever's wrong with Mory Cad- 
den, I'm not afraid of him," Doc Wiggins- said. 
"I've got my heart set on that house half-way 



up Nether Mountain — and I'm going to rent 

it!" 

"You're welcome to it, Doc," Farley said 
with finality, taking out a lease. "Sign here!" 

Doctor Wiggins moved in that evening. The 
house was comfortable, well-furnished. A tele- 
phone connected it with the town exchange. 
On the third night it rang — at half-past eleven. 
"This Doctor Wiggins?" the voice asked. The 
doctor said it was, then: "This is Mory Cad- 
den, Doctor. I'm your neighbor up the moun- 
tain." The voice suddenly rasped, became 
wheezy. "Doc, I've got a bad attack of asthma. 
Doc Hayburn, our regular medico's, out of 
town, so I thought you might ..." 

Doc Wiggins assented. He knew how pain- 1 
ful asthma could be. Besides, in his coupe he 
could reach Cadden's place in ten minutes. 

The doctor dressed and drove up the road 
that passed his own house on its way to the 
mountaintop. Presently the ground levelled off 
end he came into view of Cadden's house- It 
was an ordinary frame dwelling, with a com- 
manding view of the countryside. A light 
burned in the first floor parlor. He got out of 
the car and knocked at the door. 

"Come in," a voice said. 

Wiggins opened the door and went in. 

"Sit down, Doctor," the man in the rocking 
chair said. 

Close up to Mory Cadden at last, Doc Wig. 
gins shuddered. 

"I see they've been talking to you in the 
village about me. Doctor," Cadden said, his 
black eyes snapping. 

"Small-town gossip," Doc Wiggins said. "It 
meant nothing to me, Mr. Cadden. Things 
aren't always what they seem' to the ignorant, 
are they?" 

Cadden smiled. "Sometimes they are, doctor. 
Sometimes they are!" he said. 

An icy chill went down Doc Wiggins' back. 
He noticed that Cadden's voice was free of 
wheeze or rasp. Cadden had lied about his 
asthma, had faked It over the phone. Then 
Cadden smiled again, recognizing the fear in 
Doc's eyes. He looked at the clock over the old 
fireplace. 

"Almost time," he said, "almost midnight. 
Just five minutes." 

"Time for what?" Wiggins asked, shudder- 
ing. 

"To pay a debt," Cadden said. "You see, 
Doctor, about one-hundred years ago I almost 
died. But my life was saved — at a price — by 
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a remarkable — ah — practitioner. The debt was 
due in one-hundred years — and tonight the 
time is up !" 

Behind Wiggins a door opened slowly. A 
draft blew through the room, stirring up the 
sluggish fire. He tried to turn his head, found 
he was paralyzed. Cadden looked past him, 
grinned in recognition. Then he swung his 
eyes back to Wiggins^ 

"Why did you call me here?" Wiggins 
quavered. 

"Because you were the only person in town 
who didn't know me, who wasn't afraid of me 
— who would have come here at all!" There 
was a dry, throaty chuckle from Cadden. His 
deep-lined features shook with humorless 
mirth. "Don't worry, doctor. You won't be 
killed. It isn't your body that's in danger — 
just your soul! You see, the arrangement I 
made with the practitioner who helped me, 
allowed me to escape payment of the debt if 
I could arrange for a substitute." 

From behind Wiggins came a thin, voice, 
edged with mockery. 

"Mr. Cadden is right. Doctor," the voice 
said. "'In exchange for you, I 'release' Mr. 
Cadden to live out the rest of his life — " There 
was a pause. "You may go, Mr. Cadden!" 

Wiggins, horrified, watched Cadden start 
past him, then stop. All at once he started to 
grow horribly old, and then he wavered and 
fell to the floor, dead ! 

"Between you and me, doctor," the thin, 
mocking voic*; resumed, "Cadden was a poor 
risk a.* a debtor. He had no friends he might 
have turned over to me in place of himself. 
He was forced to use a stranger. — yourself. But 
perhaps you have friends, doctor. Perhaps you 
and I could strike a bargain. In return for 
your soul, I might be satisfied with two of 
your friends. Any of them will do. They can 
be healthy or sick, it doesn't matter. I — ah — 
have a certain talent myself in the medical 
direction. It doesn't do, you see, to have a 
person die too soon. First the soul must mature 
to be rine for the plucking!" 

IGGINS stared at the hideous figure 
that came now into his range of vision. 
He swallowed hard, knowing he was trapped, 
knowing he had to agree, knowing above all 
how he would sacrifice friend after friend to 
save himself, how his features would change 
slowly to a mask of hatred like Cadden's. 

"Anything — anything you say," he said 
finally, trembling. "I guess this time, you're 
the Doctor." 

THE END 
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